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John  13:23 — "One  whom  Jesus   loved." 

There  must  have  been  that  in  the  character  of  John 
which  endeared  him  to  Christ  in  a  marked  and  special 
manner,  otherwise  these  words  never  would  have  been 
spoken. 

While  our  Lord  loves  all  His  children,  for  some  He  may, 
and  doubtless  does,  have  a  peculiar  affection.  There  was 
that  in  the  character  of  our  dear  friend,  who  has  just 
gone  to  her  heavenly  home,  that  Jesus  loved.  By  com- 
mon consent,  not  one  among  us  all  was  more  like  our 
Blessed  Master;  and  yet,  when  she  thought  of  Jesus,  His 
love,  compassion,  tenderness,  pity,  beneficence,  self-abne- 
gation, she  felt  as  though  she  was  the  least  of  all  His 
little  ones,  unworthy  almost  to  be  called  a  disciple. 
Never  for  a  moment  did  she  wear  a  garment  of  self-right- 
eousness, and  think  herself  more  deserving  than  others. 

Among  her  last  requests  was  one  that  her  pastor 
"  should  not  praise  her"  (by  this  she  must  have  meant 
that  indiscriminate  praise  so  often  lavished  upon  the 
dead),  but  it  was  her  wish  that  the  people  should  be 
heartily  thanked  for  their  marked  attention  and  kindness 
to  her  and  hers  in  her  last  sickness.  She  was  worthy, 
and  a  plain,  truthful  outline  of  one's  character  is  not 
indiscriminate  praise. 

It  is  about  fifty  years  since  she  saw  the  light  of  day,  and 
from  the  very  first  she  looked  in  the  face  of  a  godly 
father   and   mother.      Their   religion  was  of  a  cheerful 
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type,  full  of  sunshine,  and  in  this  atmosphere  she  spent 
her  childhood.  Under  such  Christian  nurture,  she  came 
to  love  Jesus  as  naturally  as  she  did  her  mother.  Could 
name  no  time  when  she  emerged  out  of  darkness  into 
light.  She  told  me  only  a  few  days  before  she  died,  that 
she  always  loved  her  Saviour  and  early  in  life  united  with 
the  church,  not  because  she  thought  herself  so  good, 
but  because  she  wished  to  keep  Christ's  commands  fully. 

She  was  gifted  with  a  superior  mind.  Had  advantages 
come  to  her  that  have  come  to  many,  she  would  have 
attained  to  high  excellence  in  scholarship.  As  it  was, 
she  thought  and  reasoned  and  learned.  Many  of  you 
have  heard  her  remarks  upon  the  Bible  at  teachers' 
meeting  and  other  places,  and  could  not  have  failed  to 
note  the  workings  of  a  rich  and  suggestive  mind.  It 
was  broad,  deep,  comprehensive. 

A  strong  element  in  her  character  was  reverence  for 
goodness.  She  loved  her  father  and  her  mother  because 
they  were  good,  but  she  loved  Jesus  best  of  all.  "  Of 
Jesus  she  ever  thought ;  the  outwelling  of  tender  love 
toward  Him  shed  over  the  strong  framework  of  her 
character  that  beautiful  and  gentle  light  which  rests  on 
the  soul  of  her  who  has  ever  a  bosom  friend."  Yes,  she 
did  reverence  her  Lord  and  Master,  but  with  no  slavish 
fear.  It  was  the  reverence  of  a  sweet  and  mellow  soul. 
Another  element  was  humility.  For  long  years,  I  do  not 
believe  that  the  tooth  of  envy  ever  gnawed  once  at  her 
heart.  She  was  willing  to  do  anything  or  be  anything 
for  Christ,  and  quite  willing  that  others  should  have  the 
credit.  If  her  opinion  had  not  been  respected,  or  another 
had  been  preferred  before  her,  she  would  have  worked 
calmly  and  lovingly  on ;  enough  for  her  that  Christ 
might  be  glorified. 
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A  fourth  element  was  her  love  for  the  Bible.  She  not 
only  read  it,  but  she  fed  upon  its  promises,  and  cast  her 
soul  upon  it  as  upon  a  rock  that  never  crumbles.  She 
could  say,  "  How  sweet  are  Thy  words  unto  my  taste, 
yea,  sweeter  than  honey  to  my  mouth.  Through  Thy 
precepts  I  get  understanding,  therefore  1  hate  every  false 
way."  Oh,  if  all  mothers  loved,  and  read,  and  lived  the 
Bible  as  she  did,  the  world  that  now  is  would  no  more 
resemble  that  which  would  be,  than  December,  full  of 
storm  and  wind,  resembles  June,  with  its  green  leaves 
and  sweet-singing  birds. 

A  fifth  element  was  ardent  love  for  the  sanctuary.  If 
there  was  one  among  us  who  could  say  "  How  amiable 
are  Thy  tabernacles,  Oh  Lord  God  of  Hosts  !  My  soul 
longeth,  yea,  even  fainteth  for  the  courts  of  the  Lord  ; 
my  heart  and  my  flesh  crieth  out  for  the  living  God," — 
it  was  the  deceased.  If  there  was  one  to  whom  this 
church  was  dear  as  the  apple  of  her  eye,  or  who  could 
say,  "  If  I  forget  thee,  O  Jerusalem,  let  my  right  hand 
forget  her  cunning  ;  if  I  do  not  remember  thee,  let  my 
tongue  cleave  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  if  I  prefer  not 
Jerusalem  above  my  chief  joy," — that  one  was  the 
departed. 

A  sixth  element  was  religious  cheerfulness.  She 
spread  joy  over  all  the  day,  or  more  literally,  "  the  joy  of 
the  Lord  was  her  strength."  It  is  recorded  that  a  friend 
once  spent  a  few  days  at  the  home  of  Fenelon ;  so 
charmed  was  he  with  his  religious  cheerfulness  that  he 
said  to  him  on  leaving,  "  Had  I  remained  much  longer,  I 
should  have  become  a  Christian  in  spite  of  myself." 
Like  Fenelon's,  her  religion  was  bright,  sunny  and  genial, 
full  of  a  sweet  and  heavenly  glow.  A  thoughtful  man, 
now  dead,  once  said  to  me,  "  There  is  one  woman  in  your 


church  who  is  just  as  good  as  she  can  be."  He  then 
added,  "  I  have  watched  her  in  her  daily  life,  and  never 
have  I  seen  such  perfection  in  mortal."  Strong  testi- 
mony, but   it   was  honest  testimony. 

He  spoke  of  her  uniform  cheerfulness  in  her  home,  and 
under  all  the  varied  circumstances  of  life.  It  seemed  to 
be  her  constant  study  to  make  others  happy.  A  better 
wife,  mother,  friend,  neighbor  and  Christian  rarely  lived. 
To  the  husband  of  her  youth,  God  came  with  a  precious 
boon  when  she  stood  with  him  at  the  marriage  altar,  and 
vowed  to  share  in  his  joys  and  sympathize  in  his  sorrows. 
The  children  that  were  given  to  her  can  never  stand  in 
the  judgment  and  say,  "  Mother,  you  failed  to  do  your 
duty  to  us."  Moreover,  neighbors,  and  friends,  and  this 
Brotherhood  of  Christ,  shall  hold  her  name  in  sweet 
remembrance,  while  life  and  being  last.  Cheerful,  very 
cheerful  was  her  walk  among  us. 

A  seventh  element  was  gratitude.  Who  ever  heard 
her  complain  because  she  did  not  possess  this  or  that 
earthly  blessing?  If  others  had  more  wealth,  or  honor, 
or  influence,  she  did  not  wish  to  take  it  from  them,  but 
joyed  in  their  joy.  What  are  sometimes  called  the 
"  slights  "  of  men  or  women  did  not  annoy  or  chafe  her 
spirit,  for  she  walked  with  God,  and  felt  ever  to  say, 
"  Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul !"  She  had  no  gloomy  views 
of  life,  but  loved  it  and  thanked  God  for  it  to  the 
very  end. 

Another  element  in  her  character  was  communion  with 
God.  Hers  was  a  life  of  prayer  in  the  best  sense  of 
the  word.  When  Moses  had  been  talking  with  the 
Infinite,  u  the  skin  of  his  face  shone,  but  he  knew  it  not." 
No  more  did  she  realize  the  light  and  blessedness  re- 
flected from  her  own  soul  life.     Others  saw  the  glow  and 


the  beauty,  and  were  charmed  by  such  fresh  and  unaffected 
goodness.  Did  you  ever  know — I  appeal  to  you  who 
were  best  acquainted  with  the  deceased — did  you  ever 
know  a  more  beautiful  evolution  of  Christian  character 
than  appeared  in  her  daily  walk?  We  read  of  Dr.  Dod- 
dridge that  he  once  asked  a  favorite  daughter  "  why  it 
was  that  everybody  loved  her?"  She  replied,  "  Because 
I  love  everybody."  It  was  so  with  our  beloved  friend. 
"  To  know  her  was  to  love  her." 

As  another  element,  I  would  name  unbroken  confidence 
in  her  Heavenly  Father.  When  her  mother  died,  I 
remember  she  said,  "  I  love  to  think  of  mother  as  she 
was,  and  especially  as  she  is."  When  her  father  died,  it 
was  the  same  experience  over  again  ;  no  tears,  no  wasting 
grief,  but  the  joy  of  a  loving,  trusting  heart ;  and  when  a 
sister,  whose  hold  on  life  was  frail,  fell  asleep  in  Jesus,  as 
sweetly  as  a  flower  folds  its  petals  at  close  of  day,  she 
looked  right  into  Heaven  and  said,  "  How  good  it  was  in 
Jesus  to  take  my  weary  sister  home. 

When,  about  a  year  and  a  half  ago,  her  only  son  came 
home  to  fade  and  die,  one  might  have  thought  that 
she  could  keep  heart  no  longer;  but  hourly  she  was 
feeding  on  "  that  Bread  which  cometh  down  from 
Heaven."  She  could  say,  "  It  is  well — somehow,  it  is 
well."  All  through  the  summer  of  1872  she  was  cheerful 
as  the  sunshine  ;  used  often  to  say,  "  My  boy  is  back  with 
me,  and  I  am  happy  ;"  and  till  my  dying  day  I  shall 
never  forget  a  conversation  which  took  place  between 
that  mother  and  son,  Oct.  7th,  1872.  It  did  seem  to  me  as 
though  an  angel  had  come  down  from  God,  and  was 
speaking  of  the  riches  of  the  Father's  goodness  laid  up 
for  all  those  who  love  Him.  On  the  ensuing  day,  Oct. 
8th,  Henry  died, — but  was  the   mother  cast  down?      Oh, 
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no!  She  simply  said,  "  I  have  done  the  best  I  knew  how, 
and  there  must  be  wisdom  with  great  God  ;"  then  turn- 
ing to  the  promise,  "Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  perfect 
peace,  whose  mind  is  stayed  on  Thee,  because  he  trusteth 
in  Thee,"  she  turned  to  her  daily  task  cheerful  and  genial 
as  one  who  walks  ever  in  the  light  of  God. 

But  the  fountain  of  her  own  life  even  then  was  failing, 
though  she  knew  it  not.  She  had  done  all  possible  to 
save  others,  but  herself  she  could  not  save.  There  was 
a  worm  gnawing  which  no  medicine  could  reach,  no 
human  skill  remove ;  her  days  are  numbered;  "there  is 
but  a  step  between  her  and  death."  She  looks  it  calmly 
in  the  face,  and,  true  to  her  nature,  says,  "  Father,  not  my 
will,  but  thine  be  done."  It  was  Oct.  ioth,  a  sweet  day, 
full  of  golden  light,  when  the  mother  looked  down  into 
the  grave  of  her  only  son,  but  in  her  heart  was  the  earn- 
est of  a  sweeter  day  in  that  deathless  land  where,  for  her, 
she  knew  full  well,  Christ  had  gone  to  prepare  a  place, 
"  a  building  of  God,  a  house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal 
in  the  heavens,"  and  in  just  one  year  from  the  burial  of 
that  son  she  was  with  Christ  in  Paradise. 

As  she  neared  the  end  of  life,  she  talked  of  friends,  and 
especially  of  those  who,  with  her,  loved  the  Saviour,  and 
in  many  ways  furnished  the  most  convincing  proof  of  her 
trust  in  Jesus.  When  the  beloved  Schiller  lay  dying, 
one  asked  him  "  how  he  felt  ?"  His  reply  was,  "  Calmer 
and  calmer,"  and  in  the  last  interview  that  I  ever  had 
with  the  departed,  she  said  to  me  on  leaving,  "  Tell  one 
my  faith  grows  stronger  and  stronger." 

But,  beloved,  we  shall  see  her  face  no  more ;  and, 
though  death  has  been  gain  to  her,  to  us  the  loss  is  great. 
Perhaps  we  do  not  realize  how  great.  In  her  own  home 
she  was  a  power,  and  so  noble  was  her  Christian  woman- 


hood  that  all  acknowledged  her  to  be  the  peer  of  the 
purest  and  the  best.  She  held  the  highest  of  all  positions 
— that  of  character  in  her  own  home,  and  in  your  social 
gatherings  none  was  more  welcome.  She  always  brought 
the  sunshine,  not  the  shadow.  There  was  hope  in  her 
eye  and  in  her  conversation.  You  will  miss  her  on  such 
occasions,  more  perhaps  than  you  now  suppose.  The 
church,  too,  and  Sabbath  School  and  prayer-meeting — 
who  loved  these  better  than  our  departed  friend  ?  But 
time  would  fail  me  to  say  all  that  might  be  said,  and 
I  cannot  do  better  than  to  ask,  in  conclusion,  Will  you, 
my  friends,  imitate  her  virtues?  She  was  not  only  a 
Christian,  but  a  model  Christian,  one  of  those  unique 
characters  that  live  Christ  year  in  and  year  out ;  and  in 
saying  these  things  I  pronounce  no  exaggerated  eulogy. 
I  state  simple  facts,  that  we  know,  and  feel,  and  acknowl- 
edge. Yes,  this  was  a  Christian  woman.  The  light  of 
God  was  in  her  soul  and  the  life  of  God  in  her  daily 
walk.  Long  may  her  name  be  remembered  and  cher- 
ished by  this  Church  of  Christ,  of  which  she  was  a  mem- 
ber, "  that  maketh  not  ashamed,"  a  bright  and  shining 
light,  that  disciple  whom  we  loved  and  whom  Jesus 
loved,  and  I  thank  God  that  there  are  many  here  whom 
Jesus  loves.  Be  faithful,  dear  friends,  be  faithful,  and 
"  When  the  CHief  Shepherd  shall  appear,  ye  shall  receive 
a  crown  of  glory  that  fadeth  not  away." 


